Not feeling concerned is much better for me, to people who 


don't give a fuck about me. 
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Ventilus Castelus 

Klepac - Letter 1* 


I am in my own mid-life crisis. Somehow, I feel "irrelevant" in my own family. Wait a 
minute, "my family", eh? Are those people even considering me as their "family"? In my 
perspective, I don't think so, as well as theirs. 


Being treated as “trash" and "stranger", not to mention, a black shit in the family for a 
very long time, I don't think I'm belong to this bunch of people, who, enjoy their time, 
as if, I wasn't there in the first place. I'm not an orphan or a slave, or what the fuck it is, 
but, somehow, what I can conclude for a moment which, is that, I deserve to be in a 
different group of people who can understand my inhibitions as a black shit, facing 
disownment (I am not disowned, by the way, but feeling "disowned", there is.). 


Actually, whenever I go to the kitchen, everyone in the family is just, a stranger, to me. 
Well, I can see their remorse on their very faces when they see me, head to toe. Doing 
some prepping, with me, every one's quiet, and that's expected. They'd rather be glad to 
throw me out of the door, than seeing me in their faces. What the audacity! 


Sometimes, one of them habitually used to taunt me, bully me, and cuss me, just so to 
feel themselves better. Well, I used to be dealing with those bullying tactics, not to be a 
masochist (I hate it, in fact), but for my apathy to be strong enough, that I can justify for 
me, not giving a fuck about those people anymore. Give me lots of reasons not to care, 
and I'll desire for something "only for myself really matters". I know my own history of 
struggles with myself, more than anyone else, and I don't care how much people hate 
me, and the more hate I receive, the more I inclined to somehow lower my inhibitions, 
just people should not get in my way I handle myself. 


I guess, getting used to hate and discrimination by my so-called "family" incentives me 
to one day "abandon shit". I chuckled whenever I like thinking that way. Wait a minute, 
since I haven't used my knack for "making something horrible to making something 
terrific in my mind", I can think about uplifting myself to think for a different outcome, 
whenever I feel down or whatever, to something I can capitalize on. Manipulating, 
bribing, passive aggressiveness, you name it. Is it wrong for me to do those things that 
can help me get myself out of misery? For me, this is justified. Good for me, and for 
anyone, I'll just let them rot. 


Whoa! This is great, really great! I don't know how can I thank myself, profusely, for 
having this way? In my own world, people are talking with "self-righteousness" shit 
about anyone who gets in their way, having obsessions about filing a lawsuit on 
someone, or backstabbing someone they hate with their unjustified bickering. How self- 


righteous is that, huh? Making themselves feel better, eh? And onto me, I am just a 
"stranger" for my so-called "family" to let me rot. Well, this comes to the conclusion that 
loving those people is just "no gains, but 100 pains". What a fuck-up predicament, but I 
like it, somehow, even the day I'll leave this shithole, and not coming back, for good. 


Here, here, here. I'll pat myself. Oh, being "psychopathic", maybe people anticipate my 
behavior. I don't care! I won't be a criminal, for sure (for people not getting in my way), 
but I still have a yearning for people who understand my inhibitions, and that's enough 
said. 


Not feeling concerned is much better for me, to people who don't give a fuck about me. 
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